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Author's Notes: 

Well, had this mostly written and sitting in drafts for a month now, but kept it in hold, as it might have just 
given away one of the Ficmas prompts | wrote. I've been on a massive Supertramp hyperfixation the last few 
months had been building up since the year that shall not be named (after not having much interest since the 
last hyperfixation in 20l6).. finally hit due to a few things that made Crime of the Century feel especially 
relatable, and "School" is the song that lives rent-free in my head these days. Seemed appropriate to write a 
fic referencing it, and | wanted to make sure | got a strong hold on the odd relationship between Roger and 
Rick. As for angst, well, Roger has outright referred to his time in school as traumatic, so in my typical 
fashion, it came about naturally -and helped show Rick's sense of care beneath the grumpy snark. Can't say 


what will come next, but I'm sure this won't be my last attempt with Supertramp. 


Shouting. There was muffled shouting. It almost seemed as if the dream fading away was trying to fight 
against the rattling of train tracks.. Beneath the bed? 


That cant be right.. 


Rick slowly lifted his head, realizing the shout was not part of the dream he'd gradually been roused from, and 


was less of a shout than it was a plea in the form of helpless, semi-coherent whimpering. 


"What..? Dont understand.. Didn't mean to.. didn’t know -but why...?" 


Regaining awareness of his surroundings in reality, he recognized the voice now as coming from Roger, who lay 
sprawled on the adjacent, sorry excuse of a bed, now twitching and tossing about in apparent response to some 
vivid dream of his own, and effectively tossing Rick about, too. Because they only had one comforter sufficient 
to block out the icy drafts in their allotted room in the current band house they resided in, they'd had to 

push the two old, beat-up mattresses on the floor without bed frames up against each other so that it could 


cover them both. 


That was still a vast improvement from the cots where they had stayed during the previous winter, in a far 
more damp and frigid room. Perspective was important to Rick in such moments of discomfort or annoyance; 
there was no reason to throw a tantrum over this awakening when there could be far worse things in the 


world, and far worse he'd dealt with. 
"No, please fell me.. dont know what Ive done wrong .. Id like to understand.. if you would.. can.. explain why..?" 


However, if the jostling of the makeshift bed and disturbance of blankets wasn't what woke him up rather than 
the noise, it would definitely keep him awake. There was cause for less extreme response, seeing something 


reasonable could be done about it. 


Rick was about ready to take one of the two tattered pillows lined down between them and slam the younger 

man with it. The impact would cause no pain, which meant it could do no real harm, though it would be strong 
enough to ensure Roger would gain control over whatever grip his subconscious had on him. Fair enough when 
the dream didn't sound pleasant, either. He intended to give nothing more in addition than perhaps a grumbled 

order to snap out of it and go back to sleep, before hopefully doing the same. 


However, just when he turned around and had snatched up one of the barrier pillows, unknowingly, Roger 


cowered against his own pillow, bringing clasped hands up to shield his face as if anticipating a strike far worse. 


"Not that.. No! | don’t mean | would only lke to.. If you just please, fell me. No, no, no, never mind -it won't 
happen again. Please, don't -not there -dont send me there..!" 


"Well, great," Rick grumbled aloud, to no one in particular, setting tattered pillow down. He couldn't do THAT now; 


it seemed too cruel, rude awakening aside. 


The easiest, and least potentially embarrassing thing Rick could have done was roll back over and go back to 
sleep, however impossible it was that would happen as long as the whimpering continued. It seemed 
unconscionable to knowingly leave Roger stuck in whatever nightmare he was experiencing, just as much as it 
felt increasingly wrong to lie awake listening to it while pretending to sleep. No, he would have to do something 
before it was over. Even if Roger was likely to be mortified on coming back to reality, and if the task was 


uncomfortable just for Rick to think about. 


Sure, he and Roger had been living together while starting out, and they'd been getting closer to each other 
during their constant, repetitive efforts to make a breakthrough. But there still were endless things they kept 
quiet about, and there was still a fairly low threshold for what they could consider too personal without 
passing it through the filter of lyrics. Rick was painfully shy as it was, and Roger also seemed to be -or at 


least seemed to have become so. 


Rick had a hunch that Roger hadn't always been so timid. When he was excited enough, or held a particularly 
strong belief in a subject, quick hints of a more outgoing, confident, possibly even stubborn personality peaked 
through -something Rick occasionally feared might become a force he'd have to reckon with someday. Without 


having quite enough proof yet to solidify that speculation yet, Rick dismissed the thought as simply that. 


However, the display beyond the makeshift barrier beside him was giving him reason to believe he hadn't been 
overthinking his observations after all. 


Now Rick was contemplating how he would wake Roger up without making a scene. He was still hesitating to 
make a real move when Roger's soft whimpers escalated to sharp, fearful cries and wild thrashing about, 
slamming the barrier askew and knocking all the blankets half-off their makeshift bed. With the drafty walls, 
that definitely wouldn't do either of them any good to ignore. 


"No! | didn't mean -wasn't trying to contradict | promise -l'll be good! I'm sorry -lll keep quiet.. No more 


questions.. Won't ask anymore.. I'll keep to myself -please, no..!" 
Alright, that is quite ENOUGH of this.. For BOTH of us. 
"Pssst! Ey! Wake up!" 


While reaching over to snatch the blankets back up in retaliation to the sudden blast of cold, damp air 
attacking them, Rick found the courage to sneak a hand in and lightly slap Roger on the forearm. It 
unfortunately ended up a defensive grab to his wrist, as a sudden, frantic flail nearly made impact with Rick's 


face. 


So much for any chance of being gentle, or not making a scene. Rick cringed, retracting his hand as soon as it 


was sate, steeling himself for whatever would come next. 


Roger startled awake, jumping forward and sitting up at the wrong stage of his still-flailing body's motion, and 
he quite embarrassingly smacked himself in the face with his knees. The full-body flinch reaction might have 
warranted harmless teasing, had it been framed by less serious circumstances. With the context of the full 
picture, it wasn't amusing, nor any more pleasant for Rick to witness than the rest -let alone for Roger to 


experience it. 


Good grief, was he pitiful. Still disoriented and recoiling on impact, as though he had actually received the strike 
he'd anticipated in his dream. Likely worse, Rick decided, and now the pillow seemed innocent again when it was 
too late to make use of it. As life's bitter irony would have it. 


"Wake up. You didn't do anything wrong; you're fine," he hissed, perhaps a bit hastily, and in a harsher tone 
than he'd intended, spitting out the reassurance before his own nerves silenced him. 


Harsher in tone than he'd needed to be, too, judging by the next reaction 


"| don't know what | did wrong," Roger whispered, keeping one knee tucked against his chest, but straightening 
one out before him. 


That seemed a fairly typical, casual position for Roger, but the tight grip of his arms around his contracted 
leg, the folded position he'd taken to keep his face buried, and the soft tremors though his shoulders said 
otherwise. The motion became stronger with each moment as the bitter cold of the room they now sat 
exposed to set in, but Rick knew cold shivers and fearful trembling well enough to not mistakenly attribute the 


entirety of motion to temperature. 


"You didn't," repeated Rick, quieter this time, and with strength fading with each syllable. He felt an odd, tight 


sensation in his chest with the vulnerable sight before him. 
"And 's bloody stupid" Roger spoke, voice shaky between short, winded gasps. 


Quite right, it likely is.. Significantly so, considering its not lke you fo speak lke THAT. Hard, bitter words were a 
tell Roger still might not have been fully awake or cognisant of where he was and who he was with, leaving 


little point in speaking further, weak reassurances rather than just listening helplessly. 


"Nobody ever says what's right; they just criticize once it's gone wrong without truly explaining why, and | 
don't know what's wrong or right .. can't learn when | don't know what I've done wrong. After all this time, l'm 
still trying to sort it out, and not even close to getting there. Can't figure that out. You can spend all your 
time trying to, only to go and find you don't even start to figure yourself out" 


Ah, that made sense. Now Rick knew what Roger spoke of, and what traumatic source of experiences had 
fueled his night terror. Perhaps it had resurfaced in his subconscious, brought back by the anxiety of another 
attempt to score a recording deal, and all the scrutiny they had been under recently with poor reception 
toward their previous efforts. 


It was stupid. Rick had dealt with the same trouble, though he'd had time for it to become a more distant 


memory, and perhaps his childhood made him cope with it better in some ways, if worse in others. 


They both had their traumas, though rarely discussed it, beyond a brief allusion It was rare enough that they 
did discuss personal matters in depth, aside from when it could relate to the music, and be examined through 
that filter. That was almost sad to realize, with how long they'd been living together, all but attached at the 
hip while attempting to survive that their communication was so poor, neither of them truly knew how to be 
of any help in the other's hour of need. Therein lay something that surely needed to be improved, if it wouldn't 
eventually be their downfall 


It was too late this time around. Either the music would have to carry the subject, delivered by lyrics, or 
they'd never discuss it unless it came up again. Already, Roger's breathing had evened out. His trembling had 
ceased as he arrived to his own senses, and he was slowly unfurling in the dark, abashed and refusing to meet 
Rick's eyes even when darkness masked all all but their silhouettes. It was too tempting for Rick to stay 
respectfully quiet, feeling just as bashful about opening up on such a personal topic without being the one 
humiliated by an unintended, unconsented display of vulnerability -brought on by no one but Roger's own mind 


of trampled curiosity, no less. 


Maybe it was about time something became of the subject, if there was any useful meaning to be made of 
the ordeal. For tonight, it would wait, weighing silently on both their minds, without a word between. 


Its the middle of the night. The others are sleeping; we're going to wake them, and you're going to catch your 
death sitting up like this," Rick warned, instead. "You should be in bed, asleep -as should |, and as | intend to be." 


Roger nodded, slipping beneath the blankets and laying back down, facing away from Rick, but curling up once 
again on his side, still self-soothing on his way back to sleep. He'd no longer be receptive to any discussion for 


the night, though it could come in easier, familiar form in mere hours ahead. 


Rick anticipated it would as he returned to his place, huddling tightly to regain lost heat, and pondering what lay 
ahead to push away lingering images of what had just transpired. 


"And perhaps in the morning, once we're up and writing for the day, you'll tell me about School." 


